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FN TWO HEROICK EPISTLES. 
9 — EIN GO 


S 1 A G ES ANSWER 


And does it tempt thy ſacreligious Hands, 

Or is it what the needy State demands? 

Oh! had'ſt thou, cruel! been content to — 85 
| Goods more in ſight—or any Goods bat theſe. £ 
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GA ELL me, ye learned pedants of the age, 


0 T- » 


Ye brawlers of the Commons and the ſtage ; > 

= — And thou, ſupreme of all the letter d d fools, 1 75 ; 
5 The turgid, bombaſt fungous « of the ſchools ! 
1 Dar ſt thou in x this prepoſt rouly agree, 


*Taxation is no Tyranny on Me! 


* Dolior Sond Johnſon, a e ta the Whis cowt—theagh a nog Tor ory. 
in principle, hath publiſhed, as an hireling of the Crown, an unprincipled Pam- 


pblet, entitled, Taxation no Tyranny ;” by way of ſupporting the wicked meaſures - 
of the court, in their oppreſfions of the injured .. 


Suppoſe ese had thy cull trepan'd, 


— T_T wweegn hen A elf AA - * — — a 
5 4 


(2) 


T hat proftituted ſkull of all the land; 
Say, wou dſt thy head be ſubject to a fate, 


As made of worth, by being made of plate? 
'Or would the ſtate forgot their tax on thee, 17 
= To cheriſh 1 up thy letter d infamy, | 188 
And take thy proſtituted brains and ſenſe 


In lieu of Gold—the King 8 omnipotence? 2 


Is this the clime where honour, virtue, worth, 


. Confeſs their parents, and proclaim their birth ? 
| : Is this the ſhore abroad fo highly ſung, | 


| The fav rite theme of ev Ly Syren tongue; 'F 


Whoſe hoff pitality 3 invites the breeze, 
Te 7 bear i it 8 fame « 0 er r diftant lands and ſeas ? 


1 this the iſle of genius, beauty, love, 
| Where 


Ni ine liſters and the Graces rove i F 


_ 


*« & x 


Is this the ſpot where genuine valour ſhines, 


* Where ſcience opens wide her claſſic mines, 


Where manners, courteſy, and ſenſe prevail ; | 


| And ſhall theſe Join to tax a lady's tail? 


Can'ſt thou, the weakeſt of this giddy land, 


Receive a tax at my fair virgin hand ? 


| It would become the ſtate and thee much more, 
To take like pimps a poundage of each whore: ED 
1 if America the crown defies, 


4 The ſtate muſt tax the ladies lips and eyes; 5 


* T hen ev ry year promote an annual fale, 


* Encreaſe the civil litR—but ſpare my * Tail * 


And if they cannot pay your hounds muſt ſeize, ; ET: 
1 The little wardrobes of the girls of eaſe : b | 

1 | Th' Exchequer thus a pop-ſhop ſhall become, 1 

: And rather that, than tax a lady's 8 bum: 


i 
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Cl } 
Make Mother Mitchell, Charlotte Hays ſubſcribe, 


Impoſe a ceſs on all the wanton tribe 
Charms can't ſubdue the rigour of thy heart, 
. Nor raiſe thee to perform e a noble part! 
Bedford, Amelia Coventry may plead 
In vain, they I. never raiſe thee to the deed. 
= Thy ſoul at fuch inſpiring eyes nor xr ſprings, 
Tho worthy h heathen Gods and mortal Kings! 
T by i icy foul nor r beauty” J fon can melt, 
: As D' eon flack, and as Tenducci gelt. 
5 Can Madam Banks, or her fair chicken's 8 more, : - 
With their loft, velvet hands ſome hopes « of love! 7 
Shall Charlotte Spencer, whoſe ſucceſs i is known, 
2 With ev 1 booby Duke and Lord i in Town; J 
Shall ſhe attempt, tho! in the yellow leaf 
: 4 of time to give thy chilly foul relief Ta 


| Shall Betſey Stevenſon from Groſvenor rove, 


Whoſe heav' oly mile would reach a hermit love: 


Shall 


LS) 
Shall ſhe with ſweet ſimplicity of grace, 


The power of muſick and the power of face, 
Shall ſhe, the far rite laſs of all this land, 
In vain imploree thee in her cauſe to ſtand? 

L Art thou a new N arciſſus of this ſhore, 5 


Who gazes at thyſelf, thyſelf thine whore * 


- If ſuch thy , and curſed caſe, 


z May” ſt thou w ithin thee fiream adore thy face: : 


| Praiſing thy little { 


If. brad thy little breath, 
— thyſelf t to death. 


And like Narciſſus - 


What curs d infatuation could inſpire, ND 


What; genius haunt me, or what devil fire r 


* To quit Italia O ſunny, fragrant clime, 


And riſk my honour, nor commit a crime ; 3 


3 What with ; my natal ſtar could thus prevail, 


1 7 0 force me thence and here to ſhew my Tail 4 - 


O ſay ye Cognocenti of this ile, 

On whom the wizards and the witches ſmile ; | 
Who long have ſtudied; but who' ve never — 
The great and mighty philoſophick | ſtone; 

That ſtone, or ſtones the grand elixir nam d, 


For high metallick tranſmutation fam” d * 


o grant this lapidary pow' r to Worth, 
To ftop taxation, and i improve his worth : 


And as th Exchequer clerks the gift Rill ſuits 1 


Do not forget | the wants of — 


— y $—2z 1 


” = 68 For money being to all che common ſeale 


« of things by 1 meaſure, ell, yard, weight, and ue, 
« In all the great affairs of church and fate, 
| « It is the mighty balance and the weight. 


5 Or elle neceſſity could ne er p! evail, 


To make the Premier tax a Lady's Tail? 


# 4 4 
15 theee 1 a F ribble in the round of ten, 


80 lank, ſo lean, ſo lathy, and ſo long; 5 255 
That ſhould in all ſo much regard his fame, 
And even ſtudy to conceal his ſhame! 

Thou ſtood'ſt ignobly forth in public court, 

The ſcorn of harlots—and the widows' ſport ; 


How ill it doth become thee now to rail, 


Who even wanteth more than r me a tail 2 5 


Shall beauteous Beprozp contributions make 


On er 17 Iriſh Duke and Iriſh rake ; I 


| | Shall the ſupinely on her fopha lay, 5 
And bid Lord 


— call a cooler day ? 


5 Shall Champignid—the ſprightly gay Brunette, | Ss 


Bind lordly Cits i in more than Vulcan' ; net ? 
Nay bew her pow'r at ev'ry City Fab, „„ 
| And « e en in a love e make * Jack look dete; ps 


Shall 


Shall theſe untax 'd, exult, nor 1 cd 
With a far brilliant yoice; and richer 16! 2 


* 
s * 9 * * 


Is there, ye ſailors, fuch a lavage © clime 1 
Which makes misfortune any where a crime b 
Tell me, ye gallant ſons of truth and mirth, 

; Who's ve put a girdle round the pregnant earth; 

Banks and Solander, gallant Byron tell, 

Is there a ſhore that doth this ſhore excl? 7 5 
: What did ye not, ve voyagers, enjoy 

With Onrnza and her Areoy A 
Pp Was n. not all nature there erpos a. to SY 


And inclination brought you on your knees > 


Did not the Queen diſplay you all her charms, = 


And kindly claſp you. in her velvet arms ? 


And when ſhe turn d, pray did ye jeer or ham, -” 


# Or ſigmatize her  cheequer” d tatow 4 Bum * 


— 


© 
Were ye not Anal there, and ſhall Thail, „* dT 


4 % 


A hapleſs voyager—nor fave my tail? 
Shall vice triumphant innecence ſubdue, ; 
And private woes ſtand. forth to public view-? 


Shall my misfortunes far and near be told, 


4 And made of ey ry wicked uſe for gold ? 


If ſuch the brutal manners of your Hhore, 1 


5 No poliſh' d rangers will frequent it more. 5 


'Tis fit alone for monſters that | it breeds, 
A horrid chaos of diſcordant ſeeds! 
For this reward, and did I hither cal, 


bs With my ſxeet filver r tongue—to | ſhew x my r ie rail? P 


13 there a an — - beneath the Latin ſkies, ; 


That doth ſo brilliant to the ſenſes riſe : 


| Not that of him, who holds the page's poſt 


To Jove, can loch a beauteous buttock boaſt: 


8 3 3 


2 


Tho- Italy and Turkeyheth 31K fam ch 2727 1151 | 


Their vulgar tails with mine cannot: be: nam he -- 


Not the bright beautegais Boddeſſes on bin: 
Who reign abote the lofty ftaxry y 
5 No, nor the Graces gay of Muſes Win, 


Should they 1 in competition all inckne, . 


Can their immortal tails expole with mine. 5 
But let this news the bawdy breezes. bear, 


And whiſper tin each greedy goſſip $ car E 


_ i 4. 5 vile, where bean $ "Goddeh a, 
Et Where gropeing antiquarians life their hands : 


Cloſe to the Ano of ſweet +Arno $ Queen, | 
5 Theſe m_ firſt | open 4 on the beautcous ſcene Z 


"S The celebrated ftarue of Venus of Medicis. 
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A claſick | 


2 The River Arnus riſes in a he Apenine Mountains, andr runs s paſt Florence to : 
Piſa 


( ) 
As claſſick ſpot, where few a birth can boaſt, 


11 


The ſwifteſt river on Italia's coaſt 3 
Whoſe water from high Apenninus falls, 5 

1 And waſhes Florence, and white Pi iſa s walls. 
Here nature Bofardini ccarſely hurl'd, © 


| | And left an hapleſs orphan to the world: 


Twas here, neglected! in my infant years, 
Long ere 1 knew the force of hopes c or fears, SS 


Crawling about upon my hands and knees, 


9 85 A monſter did your Boftardini ſeize ; ; 


7” "Twas famine urg 'd—and how could tears bj 


: When hunger led him to my tender tail ? 


But ſhall you ill with more than * r age, | 


1 Purſue misfortune 1 in this iron age? 


TT Oh had my voice been i in \ that bapleſs lar, 


* But half fo ſoft and fiveet—as'x now mature; 1 


The i 


12 ) 


The bcaſt abaſh'd his hunger had forgot, * 


Own'd muſick's power and lick'd the hallow'd ſpot. ; 


But what might conquer brutes beneath the poles, 
Can't touch a chord of your untuned ſouls. i 
Of earth, Exc1sz, thou art the felleſt breed, 
- By Deſpot iſo got on royal need ; - 
Suckled by Tramy—train d up in a Low, : 
— And damn' d Oppreſſ on ſharpen d ev” ry claw : 
5 Search earth, ſea, air, the Inquife ſeion too, 


Amboyna' J brutes—the Spaniards of Peru, 


And all i in this grand chorus will agr. e, : 


Erd de, there” 8 — ſo fell, ſo damn d as thee, 


15 there no hope for me, a wretched maid, 


pi Plunder d, undone, for faken, and betray” d 1 


. shall my ſweet | pipe ſucceed with lavage brutes, | 


And have no force with gentle Tommy 8— 5 


| 8 5 


E 


| Shall Tin vain implore upon my knees, 


And wilt thou, till determin'd, rudely ſeize * - 


| Shall Iinvain remonſtrate like the Mayor, 


4: Shall all my C contrite wiſhes melt in air ? 2 


5 Nor wilt thou, nor thy maſter end his ears, 


FT * han to America in blood and tears * 


ve Gods tis vain in my flag of hope Iftrike, 


* The Lord and all his clerks : are all alike. 


This fie the laſt and! may your Sine 18 8 


Be unadorn' d with madrigals of praiſe; 3 


May no wet maiden weep thy ady erſe late, 


Nor fortune” J wheels be ſubject to thy rate; 1 - 


But may t thou have the real cauſe to find, 


That very lok before—which * ve behind E 
8 Farewel, harſh man—fince nothing, will prevail, 5 


Fulfill the law—and enter, Pray, wy Tail 3 
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